


Yecld flinging nettles to mine enemies : 

And when they from my bofome plucke aflower 
Guard it I pray thee.with a lurking Adder, 
Whofedouble tonguemay with a mortall touch, 
Throw death vpon thy Soueraigncs enemies : 
Mocke not my fenflelfe coniuration Lords : 

This earth fliallhaue a feeling, and thefe ftones 
Prooue armed Souldiersereher natiue King 
Shall falter vnder foule rebellious armes. 

Carl, Feare not my Lord, that power that madeyo 
Hath power to k eepe you King in fpite of all j 
The meanesthat heauensyeeld muft be imbrac’t 
And not ncgleded. Elfe heauen would, 

And we would not} heauens offer, werefufe 
The pooffered meanes of fuccours and redreffe, 
Aum. He meanes, my Lord, that we are too remiire, 
Whiltt B x'liKgbrooke^ th ron g h ourfecuritie, 

Growes flrong and great infubftance and in power. 
King, Difcomfortable Coofin, knowft thou not, 
That when thefearchingcicof heauen is hid 
Behind theglo.be thatlights thelowcr world, 

Then thceuesand robbers range abroadcvnfccne, 

In murthets,and in outrage bloodie heere, 

Buit when from vnder his terreftriall ball. 

He fires theproud tops of the caflerne pines, 

And darts his light. through euery guilty hole; 

Then murders, treafbns, and deteftedfinnes, 

The doakepf night beiug pluckt from off their backei; 
Stand bare and naked trembling at themfelues : 

So when this thiefe, this traitour Bullmgbreoke } 

Who all this while hath reueld in the night, 

Whilft we were wandring with the Antipodes, 

Shrdl fee vs rifmg in our throne the Eaft, 

His treafons will lit blu filing in his face, 

N ot able to endure the fight of day. 

But felfeaffrighted, trembled at his finne. 

Not all the W ater in the rough rude Sea, 

Can waflithe balme off from an anneyntedKing. 



The breath of worldly men can cannot depoft 
The deputy. eleded by the Lord, 

For euery man that Bullmgbreoke hath preft 
To lift flirewd ftecle againfl our golden Crowne, 

God for his Richard hath in heauenly pay, 

A glorious Angel : then if Angels fight, 

Wcakc men muft fall, for heauen ftili guards the right. 
Enter Salijb, 

Xing. Welcome my Lordjhow farre offlies y©ur powers 
Salijb. Nor neere, nor farthar off, my gracious Lord: 
Than this weakearmej difeomfort guides my tongue. 
And bids me fpeakeof nothing but Defpaire, 

One day too late,l feare, my noble Lord 
Hath clouded all thy happy daies on earth, 

O callbackeyefterday, bid Timereturne, 

And thou (halt hauetwelue thoufand fighting men: 
Today, today, vnhappy day, too late, 

Ouerthrowesthy ioyes, friends, fortune, and thy ftate : 
For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bullingbrookst difperft, and fled. (pale? 

Aum. Comfort, my Liege, why lookes your Grace fo 
King. But now the blood of twenty thoufand men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled : 

And till fo much blood thither come againe, 

Haue I not reafon to looke pale and dead ? 

All foules that will be fafe, flie from my fide. 

For Time hath fet a blot vpon my pride, 

Aum. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you are. 
Kmg. I had forgot my felfe, Am I not King ? 

Awake thou coward, Maicftiethou fleepeft, 

Is not the Kings name twenty thoufand names? 

Arme, arme,my name a puny fubied ftrikes 
Atthy great glory, looke not to the ground, t 

v* YceFauouritesof aKing,arewenothigh? 

High be our thoughts, I know my Vnckle Torke (here? 
Hath power enough to ferue our turne : but who comes 
Enter Scroope. 

. Screope. More health and happineffe betide my Liege, 
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